IX
THE Fort was an anachronism, 1 admit,
but not nearly so much of a survivor
beyond due date as yon might suppose.
In that part of Northern India, two reason-
ably long lives were then long enough, to
take men back to the days when the pax
Britannica was only just being estab-
lished, and the grandfathers of my host's
retainers had served a soldier of fortune,
A diminutive affair of thick mud walls
enclosing not much more than an acre of
ground, and with no pride left to It
except that of the great gateway of
carved and inlaid red sandstone over
which a quasi-military guard was mounted
night and day out of mere routine.
Within, a circle made by a thinner and
lower mud wall merely to separate the
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